JOHN  FLETCHER

From The Tragedy of Valentinian, folio 1647

God Lyeus ever young,
Ever honour'd, ever sung,
Stained with blood of lusty grapes,
In a thousand lusty shapes
Dance upon the mazer's hrim,
In the crimson liquor swim:
From thy plenteous hand divine
Let a river run with wine:

God of youth, let this day here

Enter neither care nor fear.

J. FLETCHER

From The Mad Lover, folio 1647
Orpheus*    Charon, O, Charon,
Thou wafter of the souls to bliss or bane.
Charon.    Who calls the ferryman of hell ?
Orpb.                                                        Come near,
And say who lives in joy and who in fear.
Char.       Those that die well, eternal joy shall follow;
Those that die ill, their own foul fate shall swallow.
Orpb.       Shall thy black bark those guilty spirits stow
That kill themselves for love?
Char.                                                     O no, no,
My cordage cracks when such great sins are near,
No wind blows fair, nor I myself can steer.
Orpb,       What lovers pass and in Elyzium reign?
Char,       Those gentle loves that are beloved again.
Orpb.       This soldier loves and fain would die to win,
Shall he go on?
Char.                               No, 'tis too foul a sin.
He must not come aboard;  I dare not row,
Storms of despair and guilty blood will blow.
Orpb.       Shall time release him, say?
Char.                                                 No, no, no, no.
Nor time nor death can alter us, nor prayer;
My boat is destiny, and who then dare,
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